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one of these times. There has been a young man
in Keswick this last winter, a Mr. Shelley, with
his wife. A most unusual young man. I have
told him that when he is as old as I am he will
grant the truth of my prophecy about Words-
worth, He, too, wishes to be a poet. We are
all poets these days, Mrs. Henries. . . . Well,
he is an unusual young man. Just what I was
myself in '94. What it was hard for him to
understand was that you may have Five Thousand
Pounds a year and yet be a good man; I fancy
that there are many young men like him to-day.
The Revolution in France is responsible, you
know. But I set him upon a course of Berkeley.
That should do him good. He does not realise
as yet that a man must put a bound upon his
desires and work within them. . . . Dear, dear,
how sententious I am becoming! Pray, Mrs.
Herries, another of Mrs. Southey's tea-cakes.
They are quite famous in the neighbourhood, you
know. John Wilson declares there are none
like them even in Scotland, which is the land of
tea-cakes/

* Yes/  thought Judith,    ' But will  Francis
be on my side?    He must not know.    He shall
not know unless Jennifer herself tells him.    And
I believe that she will not/

She had a horrible sense that the battle now
would be underground, that no one henceforth
would tell anyone anything, and that was so
against her own character that it was as though
she must twist her whole soul to conform to it.

* For my part/ Mrs. Coleridge was saying, * I